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“NEWYORKITIS.” 


BLASE GENTLEMAN (i background).— Aw, let's go some place where it's a bit lively! 
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MONG Puck’s new features will be a weekly page 
by FREEMAN TILDEN. Mr. TILDEN is well 
known as a writer of short stories, but his humor 
and quaint philosophy are nowhere seen to so good 
advantage as in the kind of comment which he will 
write regularly for Puck. 


UCK is desirous of obtaining every week short 
stories, clever reviews of the week, cartoons, 
jokes, and freak pictures. Highest cash-on-acceptance 
prices will be paid for matter that can be used. The 
Corporation will use its best care with manuscripts, 
but cannot be held responsible for their loss. 
Contributors should enclose, in every case, self- 
addressed and stamped envelope or wrapper. 

The Puck Publishing Corporation will be 
especially glad to receive photographs of current 
happenings or of interesting people from any amateur 
or professional. Contributors are requested to state 








(1) Whether such photographs have been 
previously published ; 

(2) Whether they have been sent to any 
other paper; 

(3) Whether or not they are copyrighted. 


If no copyright appears on them, the legal assump- 
tion is that there is no liability on the part of the 
Puck Publishing Corporation for their use. 
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UR next issue, No. 1928, for the week ending 
February 14, will be especially rich in its 
various regular departments and in some new 
features, while the color and black-and-white in 
the art department will be equally distinctive, 
including a double-page cartoon by JOSEPH KEPPLER 
entitled “The New Era of Good Feeling.” 


((OPtES of the front cover of this issue of Puck in 

full colors, on very heavy, rich paper, for fram- 
ing purposes, will be mailed postpaid anywhere in 
the world on receipt of 25c. in United States stamps 
or currency. These pictures for framing have no 
printed matter on them—just the picture. 


LL matter herein is protected under the copyright 
laws. For permission to copy or reproduce, 


address the Puck Publishing Corporation. 


UCK is always anxious to hear from its readers as 
to any Suggestions or criticisms that they may 
have for the improvement of the paper. 


CERTAIN wealthy collector domiciled in London 
has paid $5,000 for a rare flea, There’s no 
accounting for taste. 
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HIS from Cincinnati: How flats may 
be made smaller and still be habit- 
able is the problem now engaging the 
attention of architects. How absurd to speak 
of this as a problem! The thing is too easy. The solution stares an 
architect in the face. -A flat, to be habitable, must have one room 
big enough to dance in; the rest doesn’t matter. The parlor is a 
thing of the past. A dining-room is a sinful waste of space. So are 
bedrooms. Who cares to eat or sleep when they may dance? By 
reducing parlors, dining-rooms, kitchen, and bedrooms to a minimum, 
flats can be made considerably smaller, and still afford ample space 
for Tangoing. What is iooke is efficiency in flat building. 
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These be trying days for Wall Street brokers. With the 
price of Stock Exchange seats going up $5,000 between 
sales it is getting harder and harder to scream that the 
eountry is headed for the dogs. 


“< 


AVING Outlined the “ Twentieth Century Religion” for the world, 
former President ELIOT, of Harvard, in one week, tells how to 
reorganize the New York City school system, how to end industrial 
warfare, and has time enough left to rule, that Socialism is 
impossible. 
‘e 


{X/HEN an automobile is minus a spark-plug, its activities cease. No 

matter how fine its engine, its chassis, or its body, take out the 
spark-plug, and it might as well be a peanut-stand. The laws against 
monopoly and restraint of trade are much like an automobile. The 
impressive array of words, words, words, the legal phraseology, the 
mass of technicalities, these are the engine, the chassis, and the body. 
Personal guilt and prison penalty, that is the spark-plug; without 
the spark-plug, the automobile stands still; without the provision 
of personal guilt and prison penalty, the laws against monopoly and 
restraint of trade are as motionless. The Anti-Trust laws which, in 
obedience to platform pledges, President WILSON plans to put on the 
statute-books, will not be lacking in so important a particular as the 
spark-plug. It will be unwise for any misguided adherent of the old 
order of things to attempt to pull it out. 


ba 


A little Tango now and then is relished by the wisest 
men. And even though they can’t go through it, their 
wives, dear souls, will make them do it. 


Ne 


OVE, volunteers the Rev. MABEL IRWIN, of the Prophylactic 
Society, is a temperamental thing. Also, the girl who gives 
herself to any man in whose touch she does not delight does violence 
to her highest nature. After a girl is married and her allowance is 
found to be absurdly insufficient, the reference may be revised to 
read: Any man she does not delight to “ touch,” etc. 
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A FRIEND of Senator O’GORMAN Says that he is temperamentally 
averse to rough-and-tumble fighting; that he is by nature an 
adviser, not a scrapper. 
Reduced to its lowest terms, this means the Senator 
would rather be in the corner with the sponge and 
the towel, than out in the ring with the gloves on. 
a 


A PERSON named WILLETT was lately found guilty of having 

bought a nomination to the Supreme Court Bench. It happened 
within the limits of New York City. The fact will be forgotten as 
soon as possible by those who love to prate of “the sanctity of the 


courts.” 
Ne 


roe upon story, columns high, mount the graft revelations, mak- 

ing ot 1914 a great wash-day; a long “blue Monday” for the 
beneficiaries of corrupt politics; a great new day for the people of 
New York State. 
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A PROHIBITION enthusiast, who believes in calling a spade a spade, 
suggests putting a skull and cross-bones label on all barroom 
bottles. It might, as he thinks, have a sobering effect; yet what 
moral influence would a skull and bones have on men whose favorite 
expression already is: “Name your poison ?” 
“e 


“THE BIG MAN” in Mayor MITCHEL’S mind for the Police Com- 

missionership turns out to be Colonel GOETHALS, of Panama 
fame. If the law can be changed, we are told, so as to give the 
Police Commissioner complete authority over the force, Mayor 
MITCHEL is confident that Colonel GOETHALS will tackle the job. 
The one big particular in which the law must be altered is that 
which now denies to the Commissioner the final power of dismissal. 
While it is possible for a dismissed member of the force to get back 
on it, with flying colors and full pay for the whole time out, the job 
of “head” of the New York Police is too much like a ghastly 
political joker to appeal to an army-trained disciplinarian like Colonel 
GOETHALS. If the law is changed to fit GOETHALS, and he makes 
good, it will only be in the interest of fairness to say that with the 
same adequate authority under the law former Police Commissioners 
might have made good too. Given the conditions under which it is 
proposed to install GOETHALS, almost any man who measured up to 
the job could succeed in it, but with conditions as they are, mo man, 
not even the able and estimable Colonel, could find it anything but a 
mare’s nest. Colonel GOETHALS knows well how earth slid back into 
the Culebra Cut just about as fast as his men could dredge it out; 
and, being a native of New York, he also knows how graft slides 
back into the Police Department just about as rapidly as a well- 
meaning but virtually powerless department-head can eradicate it. 
The Culebra Cut has been tamed and made to behave, but the graft 
Slides of New York present a much more difficult engineering problem. 
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Broken legs are becoming so frequent in connection with 
Tango, Hesitation, and other modern dance-steps, that 
the shin-guards, ankle-braces, and knee-pads of the 
“brutal” football field may be summoned to the rescue. 
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OVERNOR GLYNN’s determination to promote the efficiency of the 

New York State Government is exhibited in his appointment of 

DR. HERMAN M. BIGGS as Commissioner of Health. His sincerity 

in seeking to rehabilitate the Democratic Party in the State is seen in 
his favoring WILLIAM CHURCH OSBORN for State Chairman. 
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psonrees times the entire population of the United States rode on 
the traction lines of New York City in 1913. 
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Former Senator CLARK has a replica made of a famous table-cloth 
in the Vatican; has the use of it for three months, and when 
the Government seizes the work of art for the tariff duty, alleging 
under-valuation, the copper man blandly denies ownership, saying he 
has not paid for it. How cute! 
‘e 


ET revenue of telephone business in New York City in 1913, 
$10,635,271, or more than two dollars for every inhabitant, 
Gross revenue, $28,056,423, or a “V” per capita. 


‘Ne 


(HARLES K. HAMILTON, pioneer aviator, holder of several air rec- 
ords, is dead at 32, not from accident, but from internal hem- 
orrhage due to general break-down caused by his strenuous con- 


quering of the air. 
‘e 


Or the Delaware & Hudson R. R. 5,000 men strike because of the 

discharge of two train-hands, throwing 30,000 out of work. 
Company surrenders within fifteen hours, though in the right. _ If it 
had been in the wrong there might have been a prolonged battle 
between capital and labor. 
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as Puck sees ZF. 


T HAD to come. We were expecting it. Certain Indian tribes have Tie “Five Brothers,” embodying 
taken up the Tango, and despite the mutterings and ominous < 
“Ughs” of the medicine-men, it is displacing tribal dances in favor, 
especially with the young bucks. The medicine 
men will have to give way before modern prog- 
ress. That is all there is to it. The Happy 
Hunting-Grounds will soon be abandoned 
for the Happy. Tango-Grounds. 






Don’t scoff too loud at Huerta 
just because he has n’t the 


UMPTION is the key-note of in- 
dustry; confidence prevails in 
commerce; American Trade is reaching 
out beyond the seas; business is getting 
on an even keel, and the hum of human activity drowns the yowling 
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President WILSON’s plans for regu- “acacpons “7 
lating Big Business and pulling the teeth of 
the Trust monster, are before Congress. One bill establishes an 
Interstate Trade Commission; another forbids interlocking director- 
ates ; the third defines the SHERMAN Law and makes guilt personal, 
punishable by fine or imprisonment; the fourth regulates trade rela- 
tions; and the fifth provides for control of stock and bond issues. 


‘e With the breadth of a true scholastic, and the wisdom of 


money to pay his troops. A 
very worthy and excellent 
gentleman by the name of 
George Washington was fre- 
quently in the same predica- 
ment. 


of the Stand-patters from the back fence. Adjustment to new 
tariff conditions is going on smoothly, and the Currency Law is a 
hailed with enthusiasm by the safe-and-sane business men of the Just when the problem of the unmarried is vexing those who have 


land.. $51,000,000 New York State bond-issue sold at premium of 
$3,099,000 and resold next day at a profit of $600,000. 


a ripened statesman, the President has freely used the 
ideas developed by the twelve-year discussion of the 
Trust problem; but in many details and in one big 
feature the solution proposed for the taming of monopoly 
is absolutely his own. It is personal guilt with prison 
penalty that will put the punch in the “Five Brothers.” 
This is an assertion of the supreme power of the Govern- 
ment, not only to legislate, but to enforce its expression 
xe of the popular will. In this the President supplies what 
was lacking in all other solutions of the Trust problem. 


EA-SAFETY treaty agreed upon by International Conference at Lon- 
don, with great credit due to the American representatives for 
making the plan enforceable as well as thorough-going. 


the country’s future at heart, Minnesota makes matrimony still 
more unpopular by teaching boys how to sew. 


pror. OTTO EDLER VON GRAEVE is in our metropolitan midst. The }¢ Teena SARAH MACQUOID, who is ninety years old and still 


Professor back home is known as the “ wuenschelrutenforscher 
in Deutschland,” which means, freely translated, that he is Germany’s 


one-best bet with the divining- 
rod. If he can locate precious 
metals unerringly, perhaps the 
Professor would be equally 
successful in unearthing graft, 
in which event he might prove 
an even better man for Police 
Commissioner than the highly 
desirable Colonel GOETHALS. 
A “ wuenschelrutenforscher ” 
around Police Headquarters 
would be almost as effective as 
a Big Stick. As JAMES WHIT- 
COMB RILEY might put it: 
“The wuenschelrutenforscher 
will get yer, if yer don’t watch 
out.” 
‘e 


“| DID N’T even know you 
had a political situation 
here,” said Secretary BRYAN 
in answer to a New York 
newspaper man. 


Very aptly put. In- 
dzed, considering little 
developments like the 
Highway graft, it looks 
a whole lot more like a 
criminal situation here- 
abouts. 
xe 


NEW YORK STATE may appro- 

priate and spend $100,000 
for radium with which to treat 
the poor. This will seem to 
Broadway wine-agents like a 
shocking waste of money. 





THE WHITE HOUSE GHOST. 
“HOME WAS NEVER LIKE THIS WHEN THEODORE WAS HERE.” 


making novels, says: “One cannot write emotionally with a 
typewriter.” The subject is open to argument; we would like to 


hear, for instance, from ROB- 
ERT W. CHAMBERS; but there 
can be no doubt, nevertheless, 
that the real emotional writing 
tool is a fountain-pen that 
splutters. , 
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Turney is no longer anxious 

to have German officers 
instruct her soldiery. Discreet 
and silent laughter by the Bal- 
kan States. 


= 


A New Jersey man has 
evolved a new automo- 
bile fuel, which he de- 
clares to be cheaper than 
gasolene. This to a lot 
of people, will mean 
more than cheaper meat 
or coal, 


‘e 


QECRETARY DANIELS declares 
~" that slavery to party is 
gone. Perhaps, but voluntary 
servitude remains. 


Ne 


| ING CHRISTIAN, of Denmark, 

is talking to posterity by 
the phonograph route, records 
of his voice being kept in the 
Danish royal library. If ever 
the Kaiser takes this notion 
there will have to be a wing built 
on the royal library at Berlin. 









A Tole ; 5 
TOWNa TANGO 





Stal 


HEN Eben Gaylord broke a tooth 
@L on a particularly flinty piece of 
bacon in the dining-room of 
the Eagle Hotel at Backborough, he made 
up his mind to go. He had been plan- 
ning to visit New York since November, 
but it was a long way and Eben could n’t 
spare the time. Two or three lawsuits 
over at the county-seat, lawsuits in which 
the opposite side seemed never to be 
“ready,” kept the legal light of Back- 
borough tied down in a most vexatious 
manner, and deprived the great American 
metropolis of his presence. Then a bit of 
bacon intervened, and Eben bought a ticket. 
“I’m going where they know how to 
cook,” he told the proprietor of Back- 
borough’s only hostelry. “I’m _ going 
down where they pay chefs ten thousand 
dollars a year just to stand around the 
stove in a white jacket and invent new 
sauces. I’ve .been hungry for three 
months, and now I’m going to eat.” 

It was Eben Gaylord’s one vice—eat- 
ing. The ties of personal and professional 
interest commandeered his body and _ his 
brain for Backborough, but his appetite for 
good food, skilfully cooked and temptingly 
served, strayed ever cityward. Once he 
had a housekeeper, a faithfui family re- 
tainer, who knew his bachelor likes and 
dislikes, and catered to the one and pru- 
dently avoided the other. But she had 
passed on, to Eben’s genuine sorrow, and 
» the Eagle Hotel proved a sad substitute. 
Backborough was no place for a bachelor 
with cultivated culinary notions. 

“The law business may go to the devil,” 
growled Eben as he boarded the train. «If 
my clients want to keep me on their jobs 
let them teach Jake Parkhill how to cook 
liver and bacon.” 

Purposely, Eben ate very little ex route 
to New York. Although the dining-car 
service was all that it should be, and in 
striking contrast to that of the Eagle Hotel, 
the lawyer kept his appetite intact. As 
the train sped on, and Eben munched a 
chicken sandwich, he pictured to himself 
with ever-increasing vividness of detail a 
cosy corner in a certain metropolitan din- 
ing-room. It was the cosiest, most delight- 


ful corner.in Eben’s favorite stopping-place, 
and with anticipation well-nigh as pleasant 
as reality he fancied himself renewing his 
acquaintance with the jolly head-waiter, 


arial y* 
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and arranging the first of a succession of 
entrancing tours through Menuland. 

Eben got his first bump when he threw 
his bag into a waiting taxi at the depot, 
and told the chauffeur where he wished to 
be taken. 

“The what?” repeated the gasoline cab- 
man, none too gently; “why, that hotel’s 
torn down.” 

The tooth that Eben had broken on a 
bit of Jake Parkhill’s bacon began to ache 
violently. 

“Well, take me where I can get some- 
thing to eat,” Eben said desperately. 
“I’m hungry as a wolf. Take me to a 
good place; I don’t care where it is so 
long as it’s right. The real thing. Un- 
derstand ?” 

“I get you, Boss,” replied the taxi- 
driver. “I know ’em all, every one of ’em.” 

A brief whizz through white-lighted 
streets, and the taxi dropped Eben where 
the sidewalk was roofed with gorgeous 
glass, and a huge porter in smart livery did 
the honors at the curb. More porters, 
coat-boys, and what-not could be seen in- 
side the sparkling vestibule, and all the 
windows were hung with splendid curtains, 
but not so as to obscure the view of flash- 
ing costumes within. There was music, 
too; strange, half-barbarous music. 

“Damn!” growled Eben, as he sur- 
rendered himself to the mercies of the 
liveried pirates. “I hate fiddles with my 
food. Still, I suppose I can stand it for 
once. This town isn’t what it sed to be, 
by a long shot.” 

As Eben strayed into a room agleam with 
small tables, the strange, half#barbarous 
music sounded louder and more barbarous. 
A young woman and a man fully as old as 
Eben were going through weird motions 
together just as Eben entered, gnd with a 
sudden swirl and dip they all but: jolted the 
Backborough lawyer into a heap. 

“One, sir?” queried a captain of waiters. 
“This way, please.” 

In another minute Eben found himself 
seated. It was at a small table in a cor- 
ner; a table so small that it reminded 
Eben of the old family piano-stool up in 
Backborough. The chair was small, too ; 
a silly thing made of gilded toothpicks, 
utterly unfit to sit on. More than half- 
dazed, and horribly uncomfortable, Eben 
looked around the wondrous apartment. 
The barbarous music continued, and there 
were more couples on the floor, all going 
through the same incomprehensible motions 
with arms, bodies, legs, and feet. Every 
few seconds one of the couples brushed 
close to Eben’s table. All the women 
seemed to have torn their skirts in the 
scuffle. He didn’t wonder. 

A Swiss nobleman in a waiter’s jacket 
condescended to approach, 


«What ’s good to eat?” asked Eben, 
fingering the card. 

The Swiss nobleman shrugged his shoul- 
ders, and made a little double gesture with 
his well-groomed hands. 

“I’ve been traveling all day and I want 
something good and filling,” continued 
Eben, still studying the card. “Oysters 
and a clear soup to begin with, of course.” 

“We serve half portions only,” crooned 
the waiter, still condescendingly. “Room 
for ze large portions we cannot spare. Ze 
space it is require for ze dancing.” 

“What!” blurted Eben, leaning against 
the back of the toothpick chair with a 
reckless disregard for other people’s prop- 
erty. “Say that again.” 

Before the Swiss nobleman could further 
elucidate, the barbarous music burst forth 
anew. Couples, all seemingly afflicted with 
Saint Vitus’s dance, sprang up from no- 
where and filled the room with chaos. 

“It is ze Tango,” explained the Swiss 
nobleman kindly. “I will move m’sieur’s 
table a leetle beet back and he will not be 
in ze way.” 

Again the tooth that Jake Parkhill’s 
bacon had broken began to ache violently. 
The waiter took hold of the tiny table as if 
to make good his own suggestion, but an 
unforeseen interruption saved him from 
Eben’s wrath. A woman, not very young 
but most embarrassingly unclad, tangoed 
enticingly up to Eben’s shrinking table and 
held out her bare arms with unmistakable 
friendliness. Eben noticed that she, too, 
had had an accident to her skirt, a most 
alarming one. 

“Trot with me, dearie,” she cooed to 
Eben. “You look lonely, honey. Come!” 

The next instant Eben realized that a 
pair of bejeweled hands were trying to 
drag him from his chair. The Swiss noble- 
man had discreetly disappeared. With a 
gasp of horror the legal light of Back- 
borough tore himself loose and fled toward 
the entrance-hall, where the coat-boy found 
him an easy prey. 

On the outside once more, Eben’s facial 
expression was such that several policemen 
looked at him curiously. He neglected to 
call a taxi this time, fearing to trust him- 


‘self to another chauffeur—very likely the 


first chauffeur and that extraordinary woman 
were in league together—so instead he 
walked. 

Was there no place in the neighborhood 
where an innocent stranger could get a 
meal? He passed several more glowing 
palaces, and from these, as from the first, 
came strains of barbarous music. Those 
tunes! Eben knew what they meant. He 
did not have to go inside to investigate. 
Everywhere the same weird shadows 
ducked by the windows. 

“Maybe,” thought Eben, “if hotels and 
restaurants are devoted to dancing, I could 
manage to get a bite to eat at some danc- 
ing-academy.” 

It was a crazy thought, but Eben’s mind 
was rapidly ‘growing unsettled, so there was 
some excuse. He looked up as he walked, 
and there across the street, on the second 
floor of a brightly lighted building, was a 
dancing-academy in full swing. The 
shades were pulled up, and to the strains of 
that same barbarous music half the popula- 

















tion of New York seemed to be writhing in 
agony—young men and maidens, old men 
and children. 


“The town’s bewitched!” cried Eben 
aloud, and several people heard him and 
laughed. Eben saw a vacant taxi and 


leaped at it. Anything to get out of that 
vicinity. . 

«Where to?” said the chauffeur gruffly. 

« Anywhere,” snapped Eben. “Just go.’ 

«A nut,” was the chauffeur’s expert 
comment, as he turned on the juice. 

Eben leaned back, this time without 
fear of breaking anything, and took several 
deep breaths. The taxi zipped along just 
as if it had a destination, but Eben Gay- 
lord paid no attention to its whereabouts 
until a mass of trees, their bare boughs 
shimmering in the rays of electric street- 
lamps, told him that they were passing one 
of New York’s small parks. A traffic-cop 
held them up at the corner and Eben, peer- 
ing forth, gave a gasp. 

Leaping out, and yiving the taxi-man 
double his fare so as to save argument— 
every moment was preeious now—Eben 
fairly ran for the sidewalk. Alongside the 
curb was a strange thing on four wheels 
which bore in large letters the words, 
“NicHt Lunch WaGon.” Steps led up to 
it, and inside there was a counter with 
coffee-urns and shiny things. 

«At last !” cried Eben. 


’ 


“ At last!” 
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Another leap, and he would have reached 
the wagon’s steps, but it was not to be. A 
group of small girls, dancing to the tinkle 
of a street-organ, got squarely in his way 
and stopped him like an emergency brake. 
Eben shuddered. ‘They were—there could 
be no doubt of it—they were Tangoing ! 
As for the hand-organ, it was playing that 
barbarous old tune. 

Eben Gaylord was fast losing his mind. 
Incidentally he was becoming faint with 
genuine hunger. He bought an apple at a 
fruit-stand, but there was something dread- 
fully familiar in the sound of the peanut- 
roaster’s whistle. Perhaps it, was only his 
imagination. Eben didn’t wait to find out. 

Through the window of a dairy lunch he 
saw two waitresses locked in each other’s 
arms, one of them teaching the other, busi- 
ness being slack, the mysteries of some 
dreadful dance. 

«They ‘ll tear their skirts if they don’t 
look out,” said Eben, as he sped on. 

Still further downtown. ‘The white lights 
were far away. Streets were shabby and 
poverty showed itself in countless nooks and 


crannies. Further still, and Eben noted a 


straggling group of silent men before a big, 
white sign. 
and Bread at Eleven o’clock.” 
the men were waiting. 

Eben stopped and looked at his watch. 
It lacked three-quarters of an hour of eleven 


The sign read: «Hot Coffee 
Evidently 
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NAUGHTY OR NOT? 
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THE GREAT NATIONAL ISSUE OF THE TANGO. 


o’clock. -Eben looked at the men. They 
were very quiet. ‘here was no dancing, 
no music. The atmosphere, except for a 
chill wind that swept along the street, was 
positively conducive to peace. 

Without saying anything to anyone, Eben 
turned up his coat-collar and waited with 
the rest. As the wind wailed and the mer- 
cury dropped lower, the prospect of bread 
and hot coffee became more and more allur- 
Several of the men, however, seemed 
They jumped up and 
against their sides, 
Eben felt 


ing. 
strangely ill at ease. 
down, swung their arms 
and kicked their heels together. 
a sudden fear. 

«“ Friend,” he said to the silent one nearest 
him, “those men up in front: Are they 
dancing ?” 

The silent one regarded Eben without 
cordiality. 

“Dancing? Hell, no!” he replied. 

«Then why are they jumping in that way ?” 
persisted Eben, still naturally suspicious. 


«’Cause they ’re cold, you boob !” growled 
the man. 
Convinced by this, and by an extra 


searching blast of wind, Eben Gaylord 
broke the stillness no more, but waited 
patiently and contentedly in his place on 
the Bread Line. 

“No Tango. Just food,” he muttered 
«The one place in New 


A.A. Folweill. 


between shivers. 


York.” 












TERPSICHORE’S 


ERPSICHORE was a 
dancing-teacher 
who flourished many 
years ago in the dark 
ages previous to the 
Thaw trial —the most 
remote period of history 
known to newspaper 
readers. This lady had 
‘great pedal talent, and 
her clientéle was most 
exclusive, being confined 
to the oldest and best 
families of Olympus— 
the Beacon Hill of myth- 
ology. ‘Terpsichore liter- 
ally put dancing on its 
feet. Zeus became a 
pupil; learned a few 
steps and declared him-_ 
self an expert; and what 
Zeus did was the proper 
thing to do. 

Another ready pupil 
was Bacchus. Bacchus 
had his faults. He was 
too fond of the beverage 
that made Olympus 
famous. If there is any 
truth in the adage 
vino veritas, Bacchus con- 
sistently batted 1,000 in 
the Veracity League. 
Bacchus was the first one 
that became dissatisfied 
with solo dancing. He 
was the kind of god that 
yearned for a partner; 
something fluffy to cling 
to in the giddy glide. It 
may be said by the cyn- 
ical that Bacchus, owing 
to his besetting sin, 
needed something to cling to for more than 
sentimental reasons. Very well. Consider 
it said. 

This happy thought, that two could dance 
more happily than one, saved the art from 
being a mere ephemeral fad. It will be 
remembered that when mortals began to sit 
up and take notice, they straightway imita- 
ted the Gods. In vaudeville parlance, they 











IN THE INTEREST—— 


MOTHER.— Marion, dear, I wish you would 
sit out these ultra modern dances. 
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FOOTSTEPS. 


one-stepping toward 
something, nobody just at 
present knows what. The 
Church —or one branch 
of it—has banned the 
Tango. The joke of this 
prohibition lies in the 
fact that the Tango had 
already, without advertis- 
ing the fact, banned the 





Church. The reverend 
element of society is 
already discussing the 


matter judicially. This 
judicial attitude is the 
last stand. Compromise 
with the devil is danger- 
ous. It is only one step 
from that to—the maxixe. 

There is a Mexican 
question. It would be 
acute if it were not for 
the bunny-hug. There 
is the matter of universal 
disarmament. Let us dis- 
cuss it—after the hesita- 
tion waltz. Sabre govern- 
ment threatens the Ger- 
man Empire. Very well; 
shall we Boston ? 

A celebrated teacher 
of dancing reports that in 
New York City alone 
$50,000 a day is being 
spent to give the feet a 


college education. It 
must be so. With the 
Childs restaurants and 





Beefsteak John’s making 





“stole their stuff.” Whatever was done on 
Olympus began to be done among the com- 
mon people—fashions, table manners, cuisine 
— until you could place an Olympian god 
alongside an Athenian grocer and not 
perceive any difference. In this way men 
and women learned to dance; and they 
have been dancing, with more or less enthu- 
siasm, ever since. 
# 

From the days of Zeus and Bacchus to 
the year 1914 is something of a jump — 
but here goes! Many things have hap- 
pened meanwhile. Trousers were invented, 
also pockets; Dr. Cook discovered the 
North Pole, and then mislaid it; the hoop- 
skirt was succeeded by the slit-skirt, and the 
slit-skirt by more and longer slits; and the 
New Haven passed a dividend. Thus we 
get down to modern times. 

‘The year 1914 was ushered in, by all 
civilized countries, with prayer and Tango. 
After one month has passed it is evident 
that the Golden Age of Terpsichore has 
returned. All human effort and emotions 
are now being expressed through the feet, 
and all that part of the human body lying 
north of the waist-line is now merely some- 
thing to hold on to. 

Humankind is in a condition of more or 
less rhythmic motion, to the accompaniment 
of more or less musical music. Progress is 





preparations for Tango 
luncheons, it becomes 
necessary for all honest 
toilers to look to the 
training of the toes. Long ago the best 
restaurants ceased to make a specialty of 
food. On Broadway, from Fourteenth Street 
to where the Known World comes to an end, 
the only edibles to be found are those marvels 
disp!ayed in the windows of the Western rail- 
road offices. How does it happen that the 
world is tripping about upside down, and 


Continued on Page 17.) 
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—OF PROPRIETY. 


MARION OBEDIENTLY Sits ‘THEM OUT. 
DuTIFUL MARION! 
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What Congress Did. 

SENATE.—Endeavored to render “first 
aid” to President Wilson by starting 
advocacy of a Federal commission on 
appointments to the Government service. 
This does not mean selection of official 
“bagmen,” nor promulgation of a list of 
fees and commissions to be paid anyone. 
More explicitly stated, the idea is to 
appoint a board of experts to systematize 
selection of applicants for places at the 
official pie-counter. Lack of a strong 
system induces departmental dyspepsia. 
Some proponents of idea advocate not only 
proposed board, but board and lodging. 
Claim is advanced that sleeping on park 
benches while awaiting appointments super- 
induces intellectual anemia. White House 
“open-door policy,” announced to office- 
seekers before inauguration, found to be 
only usual form of insurance, with results 
obtainable only on death. Office-seekers 
continue pressure for “pork.” 

By merest coincidence, Senate hears 
Pomerene of Ohio relate horrors and eco- 
nomic loss through hog cholera. Submits 
as part of remarks number of swine in 
United States. No calculations included 
as to trolley end-seat hogs, which are a 
summer complaint. 

Long debate on Maryland Senatorial 
case regarding acceptance of favorable 
committee report on credentials of Blair 
Lee, Dem., to succeed Jackson, Rep. 
Nearly everybody in favor of seating 
another Princeton graduate and ardent 
Wilson supporter. A few Republicans, 
suffering from partisan astigmatism, can’t 
see it. Magnifying glasses employed to 
discover possible imperfections in Republi- 
can governor’s earnest attempt to comply 
with new amendment to Constitution 
requiring direct election of Senators. 
Democrats want Lee sworn in, not at. 
Alabama Senatorial appointee Glass. still 
waiting anxiously and not altogether hope- 
fully. There’s many a slip. 

House.—Passes “red light” injunction 
bill for District of Columbia in exact form 
as passed by Senate, and bill goes to Presidert. 
No vote recorded in opposition, officially. 

Passes “true valuation” bill to compel 
stating actual monetary consideration in 
real-estate transfers in District. | Suburban 
realty operators send out “S. O. S.” calls 
for Sam Lloyd, practical puzzle-maker and 
solver. Fear that dollar-marks will talk 
more intelligently than such slogans as 
“One look means a lot.” Sometimes here- 
tofore it was a “plot,” other times “an 
awful lot.” Again, a bungle would be sold 
as a “bungalow.” Congressmen evidently 


want to know where the other fellow is 
putting his salary since the cost of living 
decreased so suddenly after the passage of 
the tariff bill. 





House debate develops that army and 
navy Officers, arbitrarily retired from active 
service by “plucking board,” constitute 
expensive decorations for Washington 
official society. $3,000,000 paid each 
year in retired pay to officers residing in 
Washington. Adverse comment from 
Tribble, M. C. from a Georgia district. 
Tribble spells t-r-o-u b-l-e. Claim is made 
that over seventy per cent. ofthe annual reve- 
nues of the nation go for army, navy, and 
pensions. Despite passage of Sherwood 
old-age pension act several years ago, 
Record is quoted in debate to show that 
9,649 special pension acts were passed in 
one special session of Congress, and that 
the present Congress will approve about 
2,500 of the same kind. 

America’s foremost undiscovered humor- 
ists are on the floor of the House. A 
member charged with the official duty of 
supervising printing expenses declared that 
the cost of the Congressional Record per 
member was $8,437 per annum, a sum 
which would exceed the official compen- 
sation of each Representative. After a long 
while in debate it was discovered that 
«merely a decimal mistake” had been made, 
and the statement should have been eight 
dollars and forty-three cents. The official 
account of the debate is lighter and more 
illuminating than laughing-gas, but just as 
vaporous. 


What Supreme Court Did. 

Announced a winter recess for three weeks 
from February 2nd, in which to prepare 
decisions. 

California fruit-shippers sustained in pre- 
icing cases, upholding the right to cool 
their own fruit, denying that transportation 
companies can claim the exclusive privilege 
of icing cars, or can prevent shippers from 
pre-cooling and pre-icing fruit shipments ; 
also sustained Interstate Commerce order 
greatly reducing railroad charge for refrig- 
erating cars. Cold day for railroads. 

Annulled South Dakota statute which made 
railroads liable for double the amount of 
damages sustained by property-owners from 
fires started by locomotive sparks, in case 
the corporation did not settle in full within 
sixty days of notice of loss. Held to be 
against fair play provision of Fourteenth 
Amendment to Constitution. Obviously, 
sixty days is too short a time for corporation 
officials to properly realize grief over other 
fellow’s loss. 

Cases PeNDING.—A $62,000,000 dam- 
age claim of M. K. & T. R.R. Co., based on 
Government land-grant legislation in 1866, 
offering to grant alternate sections of public 
lands, as soon as Indian tribal title could 
be extinguished, along right-of-way across 
present State of Oklahoma. Government 
contends lands never became part of national 
public domain. Railroad wants $20 an acre 








Court of Claims threw out this 


damages. 
contention. 

Another pending case affects title te 
g0,ooo acres of land near Albuquerque, 
New Mexico, from 1710 down to present day. 
Property claimed by five hundred descend- 
ants of original grantees from Spanish king. 
Also by a hundred squatters, now in posses- 
sion, some of whomclaim homesteads running 
sixteen miles in a straight line. Rival for 
cubist art. Congressman “Sammy” Smith 
of Michigan introduces a resolution for 
appointment of Commission to induce Vir- 
ginia to cede back to District of Columbia 
the Virginia portion of original ten-miles- 
square Federal reservation. He asks “so 
much as may be essential to the proper 
development and maintenance” of the capi- 
tal city. This lies south of the Potomac. 
It is believed Sammy, who used to be chair- 
man of the District of Columbia committee, 
resents the rapid increase in the name of 
“Johnson” in the city directory, and is 
planning a coup-de-Smith, 

What the President Did. 

Discussed foreign relations and other 
serious international tangles with members 
of Senate committee in charge of diplomatic 
activities. Mexico, Japan, Panama Canal 
tolls, Russian Hebrew equality treaty, etc. 
Senators afterward decline to admit how 
strenuously they voiced their dissatisfaction 
with policy of “watchful waiting” at time 
dispatches are telling of 


” 


when press 
Mexico City’s wild “banzais” to visiting 
Japanese fighting men from Nipponese 
dreadnaught /dsumo. 

Receives many invitations to visit distant 
cities to make addresses. Replies that he 
will not accept unless he has something to 
say. Local committees all flash announce- 
ment of acceptance to home friends. 

President declines to make any further 
banquet speeches by long-distance ’ phone. 
No more “phony” remarks until Mexican 
situation stops buzzing, so that one will not 
interfere with the other. 

Chief Magistrate amazed by General 
Leonard Wood’s disclosures to Congressional 
committees as to our army being unpre- 
pared. Only satisfactory Garrison is the 
Secretary of War. 

President’s intimates looking for substitute 
for worn-out phonographic record entitled: 
«“ Huerta will soon resign.” Has been heard 
so often its original pleasant strains now 
sound hoarse and disagreeable. Selections just 
received: “De la Barra Dream Waltzes ;” 
“Hands Across the Sea-level Canal,” 
(almost) by Goethals; “Southern Medley,” 
by Hoke Smith & Co.; “I’d Like to Be in 
Normandy,” (or anywhere else) by Champ 
Clark; “Yip, i-Addy, i-Ay,” (expurgated 
and toned down) by Thomas R. Marshall ; 
«“ Mexican Chili-con-Carne Tabasco Rag,” 
by George Harvey. 
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Quek says: 


When in New York Don’t Miss: 


MAUDE ADAMS, COMEDY ... . . Empire 
7 KEYS TO BALDPATE, COMEDY . . Astor 
POTASH & PERLMUTTER, comepy . Cohan 
THE LIT TLECAFE, musicaL. New Amsterdam 
GRUMPY, comepy. ....... . Wallack’s 
PEG O’ MY HEART, comepy... . . Cort 
ARLE, MUSICML.: .......... Hinses 


You Will Find these Worth Your While: 


OMAR THE TENT-MAKER, prams . Lyric 
SARI, OPERETTA.......... . Liberty 
QUEEN OF THE MOVIES, Musica . . Globe 


BILLIE BURKE, DRAMA . . Lyceum 
WILLIE COLLIER, FARCE ..... . Hudson 
YOUNG WISDOM, COMEDY . . Criterion 
ELSIE FERGUSON, comeDY ... . . Gaiety 


KITTY MacKAY, SCOTCH COMEDY. . Comedy 
THE YELLOW TICKET, MELODRAMA . Eltinge 
You Would Probably Enjoy: 

A THOUSAND YEARS AGO, DRAMA . Shubert 
NEW HENRIETTA, COMEDY . Knickerbocker 
THE MISLEADING LADY, comepy . Fulton 


HIGH JINKS, MusicaL. . .... . . Casino 
FRANCES STARR, DRAMA. . . . . . Belasco 
PRUNELLA, FANTASY ....... .. . Booth 


THINGS THAT COUNT, DRAMA. Playhouse 
GIRL ON THE FILM, MusicAL . . . 44th St. 
MARIA ROSA, DRAMA. . Maxine Elliott’s 
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“THE YELLOW TICKET.” 


Eltinge Theatre. 





JOHN MASON AND JOHN BARRYMORE, 


‘T= a runner peters out toward the end of a 

race is not detrimental to him—if he wins. 
That the less he peters out the bigger winner it 
makes him is equally true. 

That Michael Morton’s new play is a winner 
there is no doubt; as to how great a winner 
remains to be’seen. 

The first act is great ; the second act is great 
acting; the third act is a star-spangled lolly- 
pop—everybody likes lollypops, especially those 
flavored with ‘‘Uncle Sam”’ ginger —the kind 
George M. Cohan used to make—so we all like 
‘The Yellow Ticket.’’ 

The melodramatic plot deals with a young 
Jewess in Russia; contrary to the custom there, 
she is breaking into society nicely when a nasty 
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Russian Secret-Service man reveals the fact to 
all friends assembled that she is the possessor 
of a ‘‘yellow ticket ;’’ it is explained that this 
ticket is furnished her by the government to 
identify her as being a girl of the underworld. 
Of course, Marya Varenka, our heroine, isa good 
and virtuous girl, or M/r. Rolfe, our good Ameri- 
can, would not have fallen in love with her. 
Baron Audrey, the villain, has several reasons 
for seeking her downfall; so earnestly does He 
seek it, that she is obliged to run a hat-pin into 
him—business of dying by the Baron; for this 
bit of carelessness the Russian authorities decide 
to present J/arya with another ticket—to Siberia, 
one way only. Mr. Rolfe to the rescue — 
threatens newspaper exposure— telephone calls 
from U. S. Embassy—Russian law-dogs, busi- 
ness of growling and backing up, bluffed out !— 
exit W/r. RF. and future wife, left centre, ‘‘ Free!”’ 
—exit balance of us, regular exits — everybody 
happy. This play has n’t a dull moment 
with its present cast; it entertains immensely. 

John Mason, as Baron Audrey, is superb; he 
plays the arrogant Baron to perfection; his 
scene with A/arva Varenka (Florence Reed) is 
thrilling — immensely acted by both; John 
Barrymore stirs your patriotism. 

It is a play that appeals to the top of the 
house as well as the bottom ; everybody seemed 
to enjoy it. If the Russian authorities don’t 
interfere it should stay on Forty-second Street 
long after the snow has gone. 


¥ 
“THE DEADLOCK.” 
39th Street Theatre. 





EDITH WYNNE MATTHISON. 


Sos people have a faculty for devising knots 

and inventing puzzles for other people to try 
and untangle or solve; after you have worked at it 
until you are dizzy, they come along and cheer- 
fully show you how easily it’s done; should 
they fail to return to show you—into the waste- 
basket goes the puzzle ; nobody cares for conun- 
drums that are unanswerable. 

A good, conscientious young Irishman, sup- 
posing his young wife to be dead, goes into the 
priesthood ; imagine his feelings ten years after- 
ward to have her suddenly show up, attractively 
alive, leading her healthy, robust son /immy 
bv the hand; what a nice thing to hand a man 
who supposed he was a_ bachelor and had 
equipped himself accordingly! Things proceed 
to get not much better fast, when the priest’s 
father admits that this beautiful state of affairs 
is the result of his fatherly affection and 
forethought. 

Thus does Margaret Turnbull, the author, 
build a pyramid of intensely dramatic scenes ; 
and long does she play on the harp she has thus 
strung; straining on the emotions of the audi- 
ence until they weary, for admittedly the 
scenes are very powerful, 





e . 


Secoececacocooeo eccccoececs e 
° ° 


re 
abe 





pseennntestondsisg 





Of course, we all wondered how it would work 
out—and weare still wondering. There seems to 
be no alternative than to ‘* pass the buck ’”’ to the 
proverbial Philadelphia lawyer, one who prac- 
tices mainly in the ecclesiastical courts preferred; 
perhaps if the author had consulted the afore- 
said lawyer first, and worked his opinion into 
the last act, it would have helped matters. I feel 
sure it could n’t have made them worse. 

Edith Wynne Matthison was superb as the 
long-lost mother ; the entire company was good 
and the production very striking ; the perform- 
ance holds—in fact, grips you from the begin- 
ning, but it does not satisfy ; unsolved problems 
never do. 

» 


“THE HOUSE OF BONDAGE.” 


Longacre Theatre. 


UR new club had a meeting the other Monday 
night. You will note I say ‘‘our.’’ By that 
I mean Miss Cecil Spooner, myself, and others 
of less importance. I must admit, however, 
that neither Miss Spooner nor myself would 
have had the slightest excuse or reason for 
being in a theatre so far down town were it not 
for the fact that our club, ‘‘The Sociological 
Fund of the Medical Review of Reviews,’’ met 
there. 

Monday was the night I joined. After paying 
a $2 initiation fee at the box-office they handed 
me the necessary ticket credentials to pass the 
outer guard, and I then entered the lodge-room 
proper, ready to take my further degrees or 
instructions, as the case might be. 

The degree they worked that night was very 
instructive; it consisted of a sociological re- 
search of one of the uplift books known as 
The House of Bondage. ‘The degree was a 
sort of paraphrase, or lecture, with beautiful 
illustrations painted on canvas; Miss Spooner 
and some other ladies and gentlemen did most 
of the talking. 

Be that as it may, I was tired and sleepy long 
before Miss Spooner as Mary Denbigh reached 
the bottom of the toboggan which she was on from 
the time she left her unhappy home in Pennsyl- 
vania ; yet I went home happy and contented— 
I had contributed my mite to social uplift. 

I belong to several lodges and have taken 
several degrees, but this was the first degree 
in which I played the part of the goat. 

As for the police, any policeman who would 
stop that play would club an imbecilic cripple— 
they need not stop it. If the counter attractions 
at the Morgue are not too strong, it will stop 
itself—shortly. 
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“MARIA ROSA.” 


Maxine Elliott’s Theatre. 





DorROTHY DONNELLY AND Lou TELLEGEN. 
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“MARIA ROSA.” 











OST everything you see makes you think of 
something else; this play makes me think of 
‘‘Madame X;’’ not that it resembles it in the 
least, but it is here we find our old friend, 
Dorothy Donnelly, which, of course, brings 
back the memories of her former success. In 
her present play she adds to her laurels. 

‘* Maria Rosa,’ as a play, is very explosive 
and noisy; so noisy that you could hear the 
manuscript if it were locked up ina safe. The 
scene is laid—or, rather, flops around—in Cata- 
lonia—where, it appears, they have lavender- 
hued sunsets. The characters are as tranquil 
and loving as a lot of Kilkenny cats; on the 
smallest pretext they start mauling each other; 





when they have no pretext, they do it to keep in 
practice. One must possess a lot of patience and 
a rugged constitution to live in Catalonia. 

Maria appears to thrive on the Donnybrook 
style of living, and no matter how serious the 
pow-wow may be, she always gives a good 
account of herself, and finally she wields a bread- 
knife so skilfully that one character at least 
becomes very, very subdued; incidentally, it 
appeared to settle a much-mooted question,— 
namely, what is the only real way to settle an 
argument in Catalonia. 

The play is excellently acted, well staged, and 
intelligently cast ; there is plenty of action, and 
a number of intensely emotional scenes; the 


story is vividly told, and seems to hold the 
audience throughout ; good acting comprises the 
evening’s strongest feature. 

Do you know of Lou Tellegen? If not, get 
acquainted ; the first time you have an oppor- 
tunity go and see this man act; he is an actor 
from his toes up—every inch of him—every 
minute he’s on the stage every expression, 
every emotion, is that of the character he is 
playing ; watch him closely or you will miss 
some fine points in acting. 

You will find ‘‘ Maria Rosa’’ a good evening’s 
entertainment, even though you do no more 
than study Dorothy Donnelly part of the time, 
and Lou Tellegen all of the time. 
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THE DANCING-SCHOOL AS 





THE FEMALE IMPERSONATOR. 


EHOLD man! Once the master, now 
the imitator of woman. 
She sporteth a willow plume; and he 
yearneth to do likewise; but, being timid 
where she is bold, dareth no more than a 
fuzzy hat with a peewee feather stuck in the 
band thereof. 

She maketh her skirt so tight that it 
splitteth when_she shoe-horneth herself into 
it; and lo, he goeth in for tight pants. 

She displayeth her torso in a diaphanous 
waist; and he paradeth his manly figure in a 
form-fitting coat. 

She refresheth the eye-weary with a vision 
of near-bare ankles; and he showeth his 
bony shanks in silk hosiery. 

In a lace-trimmed nightie she dreameth— 
when the snore which emergeth from his 
braid-frogged, striped pajamas will permit. 

She runneth blue ribbon through her cor- 
set-cover; and he becometh an also-ran in 
a pink undershirt. 

Into the discard she throweth her pompa- 
dour; whereupon he picketh it up and 
weareth it proudly, yea, even pompously. 

The elastic circlet, she discovereth, inter- 
fereth with the circulation—aye, even at a 
time when her skirt doth likewise. Where- 
fore she adopteth the hook-on, which hold- 
eth her stocking up and her tummy down. 
And lo! man, following humbly in her foot- 
steps, findeth the round garter and encom- 
passeth his leg therewith. Proud of this 
feminine frippery he scorneth, yea, he 
throweth away, the honored safety-pin which 
anchored the sock of his grandfather. 

Verily, man hath crawled in his copy- 
cattish way until the worst may be feared. 
Yea, now that woman hath cast off her lacy 
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IT WAS. THE DANCING-SCHOOL AS IT IS. 





ruffles, he trembleth when he looketh upon 
his brother’s knee, lest that which he seeth 
there maketh him blush for his tribe. Aye, he 
knoweth not what morning he may be 
awakened by a maid, who wilt dim the light 
of his bald spot with a transformation, and 
put upon him the petticoat which woman 
hath laid aside. Terrell Love Holliday. 


A MIDNIGHT MEETING. 


E hess night had fallen without making any 

particular noise about it, and the rays 
of the moon revealed the false stucco work 
upon the walls of the cottage of the leading 
real-estate agent of Hawville. 

The two burglars were well prepared for 
their task, and it took but a few moments for 
one of them to pry open a window and step 
inside. The other waited patiently; but, as 
the moments passed, he grew nervous. He 
had almost made up his mind to flee and 
leave his companion to his fate, when the 
object of his solicitude appeared at the win- 
dow, looking extremely dejected. 

“What’s de matter, Bill? Couldn’t y’ 
find anyt’ing inside worth takin’?” 

“¥en.” 

“Hev y’ got it?” 

“ Nope.” 

“Why hevn’t y’?” 

“Was too busy.” 

“Busy?” 

“Yep. Say, Bill, let me sell you a half- 
interest in alarge tract of suburban real-estate. 
You'll double your money in : 

As the steps of the fleeing wretch died 
away in the distance, the white-robed figure 
ip the library cracked a sweet, sad smile. 


AN 





THE FINISH OF ALONZO. 


(7 upon a time there was a young man 

with a bulging brow and a_ pessimistic 
father. He was born with the former, and 
achieved the latter at an early age. 

‘** Mark my words,” the father used to say, 
‘if you don’t give up this business and get 
down to something practical, you'll be an 
also-ran all your life.” 

Whereupon Alonzo—for that was the 
youth’s name—would smile a superior, intel- 
lectual smile and go on solving chess problem 
No. 352, in which White w~s to plav and mate 
in three moves. In his pocket were more chess 
problems, clipped from the Sunday papers, 
and he used to study them, and study them 
far into the sleep-time. With money he saved 
up he bought a pocket chess-board, a leather 
affair like a cigar-case, with celluloid chessmen 
about the girth of toothpicks. Alonzo’s brow 
bulged more and more as the years went on. 

And was his parent’s pessimism prophetic ? 
It was. Alonzo went from bad to worse. 
When last heard from he was employed in 
a distant newspaper office, analyzing the 
returns from a postal-card canvass and 
deducing thereby, according to a percentage 
table and the election statistics of the last 
twenty years, which of the candidates would 
win out in November. 

And he never solved the chess problems 
correctly, either. 


THE PROPER THING. 


[" was the beginning of their wedding trip. 
“ Dear,” she inquired anxiously, “in the 
excitement of leaving, did you say good-by 
to papa and mamma ?” 
* No,” he replied; “I said ‘au revoir,’” 


























SAVED. 


HEN I was sick the queerest things 
I sometimes saw at night! 
And oncet there was a cat with wings 
Kept comin’ round to fight! 
And oncet a great big burglar thief 
Was crawling on the floor— 
And oncet a monst’ous Injun chief 
Was standin’ in the door! 
And oncet I tumbled down a well 
(I didn’t seem asleep), 
And miles and miles and miles I fell, 
For it was awful deep! 
I felt so funny. for I thought 
I’d surely strike my head, 
But at the bottom I was caught 
All safe awake in bed! 


od 


PROCRASTINATION. 


vy niece Hetty’s husband is the worst 
gump I ever saw!” wrathfully 
ejaculated good old Aunt Filat- 
foot, addressing her neighbor, 
Mrs. Judge Tubman, on whom 
she had dropped in to find a 
listener for her pent-up indig- 
nation. ‘ He is actually so lazy 
that he won’t even exert himself enough to put 
off till to-morrow what ought to be done to-day 
—he just sets back and lets it put itself off! 

“Why, yesterday, when it was time for him 
to get the wash-water, he was deep in a news- 
paper account of the predictions of some scien- 
tific feller or other, who declared that in about 
three thousand years the essential ingredient in 
man’s food, potash, will be entirely exhausted, 
and there will be nothing left to sustain life. 
When I spoke to him about the wash-water he 
began to yawnin’ly lament over the horrors of 
that awful time when humanity is to be con- 
fronted by the grim spectre of potashlessness 
and starvation, and before he got through he 
was pretty nearly in tears over the sad condition 
of posterity three thousand years from now. 
I just could n’t stand it any longer, and I says, 
says I: 

“* Lyman Tinker,’ says I, ‘if youll make a 
start now I should n’t be much surprised if 
you’d get about all three of them tubfuls of 
wash-water carried in by the time the three 
thousand years have expired, and then you can 
starve to death with a clear conscience, knowin’ 
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NORTH OF MASON AND DIXON’S LINE. 


Humiliatin’ expe’ience of the leadin’ citizen of Pine Notch, Geo’gia, while 
on a visit to Noo Yo’k. 





in your soul that you’ve at least done your 
duty; but if you don’t drag your lazy bones 
out of here pretty soon I am awfully persuaded 
that, with your usual lack of activity, you will 
be found guilty, when that time of horror 
comes, of aidin’ and abettin’ dirtiness, which, 
as the Scripter implies, is next to ungodliness; 
and, besides that, you won’t get a bite of din- 
ner this day, if I have my way about it, you 
procastinatin’ coot, you!’ 

“That’s what I said; and I guess he saw I 
meant it, too, for he unfolded his form and 
gradually crawled out to the well.” 7. P. av. 


A MEAN ADVANTAGE 


BLE Epiror HaAwviLLe Clarion (to his 

Pastor ).—Look here, Brother Harps, it 

strikes us that you have taken a mean advantage 
of our dear and only son. 

Rev. Mr. Harps.—How so? 

ABLE Eprror.—Why, even though my son, 
who is learning the printer’s trade under us, is 
in love with your daughter, while she does not 
seem to reciprocate his passion, we hardly think 
you were warranted in taking for your text 
yesterday the words: “ My daughter is grievously 
tormented with a devil.” 


The Latest Thing in Wine Agents Along the Great White Wap. 





mom 


| 




































“Well, boys and girls, this one is on me. I'll crack a nice cold 





quart of Grape 


“JUICE!!” 























Last STAND OF A HUSBAND. 
I have eaten your concrete biscuits, 
Your puree of soup I have drunk, 
Of the things you have fried 
Almost have I died, 
E’en to knitted neckties have I sunk. 


I have gone to the show with your mother, 
My razors I’ve loaned to your pa, 

I furnished the bail 

For your brother in jail, 
And got him released from the law. 


I have listened to Friend Blanche’s letters 
(They gave me athree-cornered pain), 
I have smiled all along 
Through that fat tenor’s song, 
And asked him to sing it again. 


I’ve taken my pipe and tobacco 
And down in the cellar I’ve sat, 
Lest the fumes of the pipe 
(Which is somewhat o’erripe) 
Should on card-party night scent the flat. 


But that, my heart’s own, is the limit; 
Pause now on our first quarrel’s brink, 
Though the kindest of men, 
I will not have a ‘‘den,” 
Nor a wadded silk jacket of pink. 


—New York Globe. 








Make It a Bottle _ 


of Cook’s 


Let your order express the dif- 
ference between mere money 
spending and buying the wine 
you like— 


Estra Dry 
Champa me 


lively as a cricket—pure as 
purity—every sip a surprise in 
deliciousness. 









Foreign wines cost more because 
somebody bas to pay import duty and 
shipping charges. 


AMERICAN WINE Co. 
8ST. LOUIS + 
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THAT MADE A DIFFERENCE. 


SHE.—No, George, I cannot marry 
you. I want a man who possesses a 
noble ambition; whose heart is set on 
attaining some high and worthy object. 

He.—Well, don’t I want you? 

Sue.—Oh, George! I am yours !— 
Exchange. 


TALK may be cheap, yet some 
people are always trying to manipulate 
a corner therein. — City A. C. Journal. 
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WON THE CONFIDENCE AND APPROBATION OF THE 
PUBLIC MORE THAN 50 YEARS AGO AND THE 
ALMOST UNIVERSAL DEMAND FOR IT PROVES 
IT IN EVERY WAY WORTHY AND WELL QUALIFIED 


Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md 
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‘*Do you want all those financial newspapers and money-market 
magazines kept? They make the room so untidy.” 

‘*No; I’ve finished with ’em. Send ’em to the workhouse; 
they ’re glad of newspapers there.” — Punch. 





Sliced Oranges with a dash of Abbott's Bitters are 
appetizing and healthful. Sample of bitters by mail, 
25 cts. instamps. CU. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 


Nor Sure oF HER FiGure. 





Attorney-General McReynolds tells this on himself, says Zhe Popular: 

Some years ago he was the attorney for the defense in an important case 
which hinged on the testimony of one woman. Consequently, he conducted | 
the cross-examination of the fair witness with elaborate caution. 

“How old are you?” he led off, preparing to trap her if her reply did not 
tally with an important date in the story she had just told. 

“Fifty-four or sixty-four,” she answered, flustered by the ordeal she faced. 

“What do you mean?” demanded McReynolds, leaning far forward in his 
chair, and looking particularly stern. ‘Don’t you know your own age?” 

“I’m not sure,” the woman replied doubtfully. “Indeed, I’m not sure. 
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You see, I always get my age and my bust measurement mixed.” 








Mothersill’s — he 
Seasick Remedy 


Satisfaction Guaranteed or Money Refunded, 

’ Officially adopted by Steamship Companies 

on*both fresh and salt water—endorsed by 

highest authorities—and used by travelers 

the|world over. : : , | 
Contains no. cocaine, morphine, opium, 

chloral,'coal tar products, or their derivatives. 
Sold by leading druggists. 50c box enoygh 

for 2¢4hours. $1.00 box for ocean voyage. 

| "The One Dependable Preventative 

{ sha of Nausea. , 

A copy of Mothersill’s Travel Book 

sent by request, without , charge. 


| MOTHERSILL REMEDY CO., Detroit, Mich,| 


Also at 19 St. Bride Street, London; Montreal, 4 
New York, Paris, Milan, Hamburg. | 














Nort His FAutt. 


“ Did n’t I tell you the last time you 
were here,” said the magistrate sternly 
to the prisoner who had celebrated 
Christmas not wisely but too well, 
“that I never wanted you to come 
before me again?” 

‘Yes, sir,” replied the prisoner, “but 
I could n’t make the policeman believe 
it."—Ladies’ Home Journal. 








THIS HANDSOME WATCH Fos 


FREE 


You like to HUNT 
and FISH. 














Then surely you will enjoy 
the Hethonal Sperteman 
Magazine, with its 160 richly 
{illustrated pages, full to over 

flowing with interesting stor 

fes and valuable information 
about guns, fishing tackle, 
camp outfits—the best places 
to £° for fish and game, and 

@ thousand and one valu: 

able “How to" hints for 

sportsmen. The Nattonal 

Sportemen is just like a 

g camp-fire in the woods 
where thousands of good fel- 
lows gather once a month 
and spin st!:ring yarns about 
thelr experiences with rod, 
dog, rifie and gun. 


Special Offer 


Mail us asc. in 
Stamps or coin for 
2 3 months’ trial 
Subscription to the 
National 
Sportaman, 
and we will send 
you absolutely 


Free of 
Charge 


one of these Hand- 
some Ormolu Gold 
Watch Fobs_ with 
russet leather strap. 
Don't Delay— 
Send your order To-day. 


NATIONAL SPORTSMAN, _ 78 Federal St., Boston, Mass. | 














“THE train struck the man, did it 
not?” asked the lawyer of the engineer 
at the trial. 

“It did, sir,” said the engineer. 

“Was the man on the track, sir?” 
thundered the lawyer. 

“On the track?” asked the enginect. 
“Of course he was. No engineer 
worthy of his job would run his train 
into the woods after a man.” — Ziz- 
ingston Lance. 





MIsERyY loves company, but some 
insist upon it.— City A. C. Journal, 
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have n’t time to wait for her train?” —Zrookiyn Eagle. 







TERPSICHORE’S FOOTSTEPS. 
(Continued from Fage 8.) 


executing extraordinary movements with its lower half? The answer is: 
Reaction from overwork. The world had become too serious; too philosophical 
and speculative. The blood was all being drawn to the brain, leaving the feet 
cold; and the feet rebelled. For some years the human mind has been work- 
ing overtime on the most abstruse and exhausting problems: Picture-puzzle 
contests, diavolo, football formatiens, the novels of Robert W. Chambers, 
moving-pictures, and pinochle. There has been too much thought. 

The Tired Business Man, that modern type of mental overtraining, had 
to take a rest. It was of no use to attend the musical comedies that had been | 
prepared for his delectation. Cargless playwrights were constantly inserting | 
plots in their productions— not in great quantities, to be sure, but enough to| 
be disconcerting. Wherever he turned for relief, there was always an idea| 
staring him in the face. ‘To meet this contingency, publishers began printing | 
novels which claimed to be entirely void of ideas, pictures that purported to be | 
totally without coherence, and the afternoon newspapers attempted to maintain 
a thoughtless standard that would entirely eliminate mental effort. Yet, 
pite everything, ideas crept in. There was only one thing left to do, and we 
have done it. We have thrown ourselves upon the resources of our feet. 

8 
say thatthe Tango is immoral. Well, for them there 
is the bunny-hug, the turkey-trot, and the maxixe. If they are still doubtful, | 
there is always the possibility of making up a party for the Portland Fancy. If 
this, in turn, is considered suggestive, they may fall back on “ Pop Goes the | 
Weasel.” If this resort fails, there is nothing left but suicide. 

And in what does immorality Many a sewing-circle has been 
given an immoral twist by the introduction of a single sinful thought. A pure, | 
wholesome game of poker can be rendered immoral by the introduction of just | 
one extra ace of spades. And the English language is full of words that, 
spoken with a leer, mean frightfully naughty things. 

It is true that some of the new dances resemble an attack by an acrobatic 
man upon a slightly clothed and defenseless woman; others seem wholly to 
disregard the infighting rules laid down by the authors of the Greco-Roman 
wrestling code; while still others seem to consist wholly of an earnest effort 
on the part of the couple to prevent each other from falling and breaking the 
Nevertheless these are the dances for which we are paying $50,000 a| 
Always it | 


des- 


There are those who 


consist ? 


spine. 
day in New York City alone, and we must be content with them, 
should be remembered that they might be worse. 

Decidedly, we must dance. Young or old, the feet must be set in motion. 
It is not advisable, of course, to go in beyond your strength. Nervous invalids 
and all people over seventy should not attempt the Apache dances. Ladies 
will kindly remember, wher dressing for the Tango Tea, that they are not bound 
for a Roman bath. Gentlemen will bear in mind that the mere fact that they 
have fervently embraced a total stranger on the waxen floor does not give them 
the right to speak to her when they meet on the street. Waiters ought to 
return within a dollar or two of the correct change. With these few reminders, 
of Spartan simplicity, let the dance proceed! What we need isa rest from all | 


mental activity—and this is the way to get it. Freeman Tilden. 


RECIPROCITY. 
The king was in his counting-house, counting up his money; 
The queen was in the parlor knitting something funny. 
The king collected all his coin to buy the queen a present ; 
She made a ten-cent gift for him, and everything was pleasant. 
—FPittsburgh Post. 


INVOLVED. 

Young Albert was a very practical youth, and everything that he learned 
at school he endeavored to apply in his daily life and work. 

The lad had recently become very friendly with a little boy who had lately 
moved in that vicinity, and one afternoon his mother asked him if his little play- 
mate was an only child. Whereupon Albert looked very wise and triumphant. 

“‘He’s got just one sister,” he said. ‘He tried to catch me when he told 
me he had two half-sisters, but I guess I know enough about fractions for 
that."— Harper's Monthly. 


Wuat Drives STATION- AGENTS CRAZzy. 

“Do you suppose No. 17 will be in on time day after to-morrow? 
not?” 

“Can you tell me if a young lady in a blue dress got off the train which 
got in from the north at 2:10?” 
_ “What time does the 5 o’clock train leave, and is it going to leave on 
time.” 

“Ts the train going to get into Fort Wayne on time, do you think?” 

“What made No. 7 so late a week ago last Tuesday?” 

“Do you think it is safe to ride in a parlor-car, or is there apt to be a rear- 
end collision?” 

“Have you noticed an old gentleman with white whiskers and a telescope 
go through the gate any time to-day?” 

“How do I get to Binks Corners, Tex., without changing cars?” 

“TI lost a back comb on the southbound train three weeks ago last 
Wednesday. Can you tell me where I can find it?” 

“Will you watch for my sister and tell her how to get up to my house? I 
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MORNING MUSING. 


' 


Scrape! Scrape! Scrape! 
Each morning I have to shave, 
And then with a tonic to coax the hair 
The top of my head I lave. 
And this is the song I spin 
While giving the blade a shove: 
‘*Why can’t I be bald upon my chin 
And have whiskers that grow above?” 
—Boston Globe. 
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Be sure ‘‘Shirley President’’ is on buckles 
Edgarton 





” 






The C. A. Mfg. Co., Shirley, Mass. 





WILLING. 

“What would you do if I kissed 
you?” he asked, pleasantly. 

“What do you think I would do?” 
she replied, shyly. 

“T really don’t know.” 

“Well, why don’t you find out?” 
Yonkers Statesman. 
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Q! 
are made fair by its use. 


Soap 


“THERE’S something queer about 
this automobile accident.” 

‘What is it?” 

“Each of the drivers admits that he 
was going more than twelve miles an 
hour at the time.” —Detroit Free Press. 
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Sold continuously since 1789. 





Post. — A_ beautiful garden- 






SEND DO YOU WANT TO KNOW 
ee HOW TO DEVELOP ss ppatty was given yesterday under 







the auspices of Mrs. Black. 

Mrs. Newricu.—I’ll have 
our landscape architect plant 
some auspices in our lawn at 
once.— Boston Globe. 


eRGyY. ENDURANCE, 
{VE STRENGTH, MUSCULAR 
STRENGTEL PERF cr PHYSIQUE? 
My FREE BOOKS, “‘The Whys’ of Exercise” and “The 
First and Last Law of Physical Culture,” tell you, if you are 
w weak or underdeveloped, how to a strong; if strong, how to 
grow stronger. They explain how to develop the lungs and 








muscle, the strong ~~ and vigorous —in short, how 
to improve health and strength internally as well as externally. 
Send TO-DAY — NOW — for these FREE BOOKS. TuHosE that worshiped the 


Enclose 4c. in stamps to cover postage. If iaiietal 
W. TITU en calf never saw a slashec 
PROF. H. W.T S ” | skirt. — City A. C. Journal. 
aed Conger Se Dept. 400. New York City. | , 
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"MADE AT KEY WEST 


IF Eve came back to the world to-day, 
After being away this many a year, 
She’d probably turn to Adam and say: 
‘*The styles have n’t changed very much, 
my dear.” —City A. C. Journal 





NOT RESPECTABLE, CLEARLY. 
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Mrs. MANGLES (after a long and fruitless inguisition into 


her neighbor's back yard).—I\\'s my impression them people wot’s 





just moved in must ’ave somethink to ’ide. Why, I ain’t so 
much as ’eard a word outer them. 
A Sherbet is made tasty and delightful by using 


Abbott’s Bitters. Sample of bitters by mail, 25 ots. in 


stamps. O. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md, 
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SOME MID-WINTER PATENTS. 
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